SUMMER NEAR TOWER BRIDGE
SOME acrid children of the town, Whose little bodies peep between Rents in their garments, cry obscene Hail to each other, patter down, Barefoot, the sun warmed paves, to see Those the more venturous who strip On some low barge behind a ship, And yellow Thames looks cool and free: They stand white-skinn'd, but thin of thigh, Crop-headed * each one waits the other To take the splash and abrupt smother, Each boastful in his nudity. The first dives and the others scream, The others, one by one, and watch Some wallowing lighters in a batch, The tug foam-thrashing up the stream. Tower green grass is bright with sun, The speech of wheels is deep and wide, While some chime on Surrey $i<jle Tells how the city hours run.